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She could have hit him with the fiat of it, not hurting him
much; but she felt so outraged that she had wanted to hurt
him as much as possible. Swinging the tray as hard as she
could, she slashed his face with the edge of it. An inch
higher, and his eye would have been out. As it was, the
flesh on his cheek was cut through to the bone, and he bore
the scar to his dying day.

The woman of the house bound up the wound and then
went with him to a doctor to have it stitched. When she
returned, the cap and apron and one or two other things
she had bought for Elsie were decorating the bear. The cap
was on his head; the apron was tied round his middle; a
grey satin dress was draped over his arm. Elsie was not
rancorous. As soon as the door had shut behind the pair,
her sense of outrage evaporated and her rough humour took
charge. So she decorated the bear, packed her things, and
hid her big tin trunk behind some shrubs near the garden
gate. Late that night, Alec helped her to retrieve it, and
they carried it home, singing.

During the next couple of years, Elsie had many ad-
ventures which did not differ materially from this one.
Except that she did not continue to maim people. She came
almost to expect men to handle her, and she developed a
laughing and tolerant, rather than a violent, fashion of
keeping them in their place. At the beginning, she would
tell Alec of these scrimmages and encounters, but his rage
frightened her. She feared that he would turn up at the

place'' and do more damage than she had done with the brass
tray; and so this side of her life became secret and withheld.

She was sixteen when she became a parlourmaid at Sir
Charles Frome's, Sir Charles, a childless widower of fifty,
who had a charming house in the suburb of Bowdon, where
George Satterfield was later to settle, was a cotton merchant,
an official of the Chamber of Commerce, a city councillor,
a magistrate and a church-warden. He was grey-haired,
good-looking, beautifully dressed, with austerity and probity
written^so deeply all over him that if he were an actor, acting
a combination of all the parts life had assigned him, he could
not have done it more perfectly.

For a day or two, Sir Charles Frome knew nothing of
Elsie Dillworth's arrival in his house. She had been engaged
by the housekeeper who kept her at first in the background,
to see how she "shaped." But Elsie had glimpsed Sir
Charles once or twice, and she rejoiced to feel that now she